AFTER   EVEREST
St. Paul, if I understand him aright, would agree with
me. The strength of sin is the law. That is to say, the
law makes harmless things—such as going to a classical
concert without leave, or being consistently late for lock-
up—into sins. Of course, my excellent house-master and
true friend, W. N. W., did not see eye to eye with me
in this.
Concerts were few and far between in Rugby in those
days, and, as I have already explained, I had a real passion
for music. Consequently, nothing was allowed to interfere
with a good concert. I used to ask permission to go. If
it was granted, I went. If it was refused—I went just
the same.
The return had to be made either by running the gauntlet
of the private part of the house, with the awful possibility
—which sometimes occurred—of W. N. W. himself opening
the door and letting me in (as well as letting me have it) ;
or a climb might be made into an unauthorized entrance.
In my house at Rugby this was very difficult. But these
were trifling matters where a concert was concerned. The
inspiration of a Brahms quartet was quite enough to carry
me through the ordeal, rendering the writing of 200 lines
almost a pleasure.
Since I have reached mature years, I sometimes wonder
whether masters really treat delinquents seriously. I don't
believe they do. " Rules are rules " when schoolboys are
face to face with the master. Nevertheless, I am inclined
to think that " boys will be boys " is the general tone of
their thoughts and of their confidences with each other.
So I remain unrepentant.
Boys do get funny ideas at school. The super-humanity
of their masters is in most boys an idle fixe. Strict, passion-
less, unsympathetic, hard—that is what we think them.
We never seem to remember that they themselves were
boys once. Many of them are boys still. " I'll write to
your father about it." How that used to fill me with
awe! I don't suppose that it was ever done. If it was,
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